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promise to be provided for in his old age: he was
always to find a home with the planters.
Desirous of living on the cosy footing of a father-
in-law, he frankly offered his two daughters for
wives; but as such, they were politely declined; the
adventurers, though not averse to courting, being
unwilling to entangle themselves in a matrimonial
alliance, however splendid in point of family.
Tonoi's men, the fishermen of the grove, were a
sad set. Secluded, in a great measure, from the
ministrations of the missionaries, they gave them-
selves up to all manner of lazy wickedness. Strol-
ling among the trees of a morning, you came upon
them napping on the shady side of a canoo hauled
up among the bushes; lying on a tree, smoking;
or, more frequently still, gambling with pebbles;
though, a little tobacco excepted, what they gam-
bled for at their outlandish games, it would be hard
to tell. Other idle diversions they had also, in which
they seemed to take great delight. As for fishing,
it employed but a small part of their time. Upon
the whole, they were a rnerry, indigent, godless race,
Tonoi, the old,sinner, leaning against the fallen
trunk of a cocoa-nut tree, invariably squandered his
mornings at pebbles; a grey-headed rock of a native
regularly plucking him of every other stick of
tobacco obtained from his friends, the planters.
Toward afternoon, he strolled back to their abode;
where he tarried till the next morning, smoking and
snoozing, and, at times, prating about the hapless
fortunes of the House of Tonoi. But like any other
easy-going old dotard, he seemed for the most part
perfectly content with cheerful board and lodging,
On the whole, the Valley of Martair was the quiet*
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